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They stepped briskly down the road, the camel
following.
" I have been to a function, Podd," explained
M'Whizzle. " I decided afterwards to show myself
to the various policemen on point duty. It does them
good to see that their Chief is on the alert."
" Yessir/' agreed Archibald. He pondered the in-
formation. " Every man/' he went on, thoughtfully,
" is much better for some fun, sir. Did the policemen
laugh much ? "
" Laugh! " demanded M'Whizzle.   " What at? "
" At seeing you, sir/' explained Archibald.
"I don't understand you, my good fellow," said
M'Whizzle in a severe tone.
Archibald heard his spurs rattle angrily as he
marched along, and realizing that in some mysterious
manner he had given offence, wisely said nothing.
They now entered the better-class quarter of the
native town. Crowded trams flashed by. Arc lights
overcame the dense ground mist, and made the streets
almost as light as day. The stream on the footway
became thicker, but where in a European city the
passage of such a strange animal as a camel would
have collected a crowd, here people merely glanced
up apathetically as they made their way along.
At one corner a Sikh policeman carrying a rifle
~ stepped forward, his eyes blazing, as if intending a
challenge, but on perceiving the small dignified figure
in peaked straw hat and glittering uniform, he retired
with an abashed salute. The flashing of MWhizzle's
sword as he drew it to return the salute caused a
momentary panic, and a Chinaman ran his ricksha